THE MAN

had almost unlimited self-confidence. While it cannot be
said that he overrated his own abilities, neither can it be
said that he underrated them. His sympathies were
easily aroused and he was abnormally sensitive, but he
never allowed his emotions to get the better of his judg-
ment. .Jie forgave easily and always tried to find excuses
for people who wronged, insulted, or injured him. In rep-
artee he could hold his own with any one and enjoyed
nothing more than a duel of wits either with an individual
or an audience.

Less than a month before he died, when he was wasted by
disease and suffering almost constant pain, he received this
letter of appeal from Madame Helena Paderewski:

New York, October 26, 1915.

MY DEAR MR. WASHINGTON: I am writing you a very
personal letter on a subject that is close to my heart, and I
know the message it carries will find a response in your gen-
erous sympathy. It is with great pleasure that I recall
our meeting, some years ago, and I have watched the suc-
cess of your work among your people with sincere satis-
faction, for I have always been an advocate of the prin-
ciples for which you stand, the uplift of the colored race.

It is because I know you have ever directed your broad
influence toward the most worthy causes that I am asking
you in the name of the starving babies and their helpless
mothers, to tell your people that we need them in our work
of sending food and medicines to Poland. We need, my
dear sir, even the smallest contribution that your beloved
followers may offer, and I beg of you to make an appeal to
your people. Tell them, for they may not all know as well
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